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Max as a Grecian Urn

THE WORKS OF MAX BEERBOHM.
‘With a PBibllography by John Lane.
John Lane Company.

MORE. By Muax Beerbohm. John Lane
Company.

ERE are two finely printed lit-
H tle volumes of uniform make-

up, reprints of those twin
masterpieces of youthful genlus dog-
gedly determined to wonder at noth-
ing and take the consequences—"The
Works of Max Becrbohm” and “More,"
by the sume gifted arvanger of flowers
of language in becoming nosegays.
Now, this is a considerable incldent in
the publishing business.

Inexorable, irrevocable  Time has
flown sinde 1895-1809, when those
titles first irradiated Vigo street with
their soft {llumination quite as actu-
ally, even if with much show of arti-
fice, as Mr. Pickwick's benlgnant face
irradiated Closwell street when he
threw up his window sash at Mrs.
Bardell's and gaged out upon a wel-
coming (If unconsclous) world so long
before.  HEven then, on the brink of
“thiz so-called twentieth century” (as
the curate said), that same world
looked Indeseribably old and fin-
Ishied to Max, the punctilious torch-
bearer, whose sensitive spirit was
wrung with the inaudible rustle of
every falling leaf; even then he
felt the evanescence of  all things
reglstered, minute by minute, in
his own hlood and bones. What
ineffable pathos sounded through the
calm, hrave sentences of “Diminu-
endo"—words of Socratle tranquillity:
“Once 1 wrote a Iittle, . But
the stress of credtion soon over-
whelmed me, Only Art with a capl-
tal H gives any consolations to her
henchmen., And I, who crave no
knlghthomd, shall write no more. Al-
ready I feel myself to be a trifle out-
moded. I belong to the Beardsley pe-
riod. Younger men, with months of
activity before them, with fresher
schemes and notlons, with newer en-
thuslasm, have preased forward since
then, Cedo junioribus. Indeed I stand
agide with no regret. For to be out-
moded I8 to be a classic, if one has
written well,

It is worth noting that these words
of parting were dated at Chicago, fit
arens for the' nune dimittis, in 1895,
of this quiet soul. It is well, indeed,
that we cannot look forward over the
wity our feet are to go. Figure the
emotlons which would have convulsed
that reed shaken in the lake winds
if he could have foreseen the day when
his publisher should issue a Jubllee
BEdition of The Works of Max Beer-
hohm, And yet the twenty-five years
which have rolled over his polished
head surely have passed for him lke

2 wateh In the night, and each new
day has dawned smilingly upon the
world that gains continually some
mellowness from his gentle persistence
In living to adorn it, in kindly villeity,
with yet another wreath of tolerant
acceptance of its changing ways,

For Max is now not only tor:he-
bearer but flamen, not only a pillar of
fire but a whole burning bush, not
only an eminent contemporary but
a great tapestry of lterature steadily
receding Into classle perspective, not
only among those pregent but a price-
less heritage from a gentler, mere
hand-made and less mechanistic and

clattering past, when people did not

write by machinery. Indeed, he comes
near to being our avatar of that
Greelan urn from which life's incense
still rises. Compared with Mr. Wells
(say) Max has not written so muech;
surely we may think of him as a
foster child of silence and slow Time

whose graceful outlines still serve to
display for our behdof "what men or

goda? . . . What maidens loth?
What mad pursuit? What struegle
to escape? What pipes and timbrels?

What wild ecstasy?"

We cannot be too grateful to him
for his stout service, or yeoman or
knightly, in ‘steadfast defence of what
we atillieall the English language., Ie
knows how to write it trippingly upon
the pen, and he Is not afrald some-
times to grant us one of his unus+al
words, or to let himself go. Yet not
g0 frequently slnce the Victorian
periog has sunk fairly out of sight
does, he call upon us to “dance and
he glad and trip the cockawhoop,"
and for this reason Mr. Lane is to he
thanked for the new editions, because
the earlier books have long since been
read to tatters (or shrined in cabineis)
and a whole new generation has come
along with their mouths open whe
have—probably—never felt the thrill
sent down the apinal cord by (for n-
stance) his Indignant moaning at the
deadening influence of Walter Parer.
He saw Pater in an Oxford bookshop,
and was shocked, naturally, at the way
he dresded; and touching hls stvle:
“Not that even in the more decadent
days of my childhood did 1T admire the
man as a stylist. Even then I wpa
angry that he should treat Eneglixh
as a dead Ianguage, bored by that
sedulous ritual wherewith he laid out
every sentence as in a shroud—hang-
ing, llke a widower, long over its
marmoreal beauty or ever he could
lay It at length in his book, {ts ze-
pulehre.”

Such beams shine out
carlier pleces whioh
more cast
plution at

from these
Are NOw once
before the publie contem-
(as must be confessed) a

rizsky time.

for probable
thickheadedness of Indlviduals should
not stifle the joy that these youthful
intimations of authority are once more
to be made accesslble to the undeserv-

But regret

ing poor. How gentle is hig manner,
how stern his moral in self-judgment!
In his memories of school days he re-
marks: “Not that | had any special
reason for hating school, Strange as
it may seem to my readers, | was not
unpopular there. 1 was a modest, good-
humored boy, [t Is Oxford that has
mide me |nsufferable*

The name of Oxford calls out all the

glary of counterpoint In the score of |

Max Beerbohm.

By Himself [

“Do Not Let Me Die”

SECOND APRIL, By Edna St. Vincent

Millay. Mitchell Kennerly.
HAT more can be said of Edna
8t, Vincent Millay than that

v h she's feminine? This, perhaps,

and periaps superfluously: She is lyri-
cal, she is emotional, she ls young.
Oh! young, above all things—young
In impetuosity, in fluctuation, in be-
Ing able to get excited.

Oh, I'iaughed, I cried, to see!
All my heart became a tear,

All my soul became a tower,
Never loved I anything

As 1 loved that tall blue flower.

She is a little girl sometimes afraid:

I bad forgotten how the frogs must
sonnid

After n year of sllence, elss I think

1 should not huve ventured forth alone

At dusk on this unfrequented road
Angd the woman, she is weary:

All my 1ife,
Following Care along the dusty road,
Have I look:d] hack at lovellness and
sighed :

this great artist in word orchestration,
who 18 also almost the only living 1t
ernry heir of Pope, No matter how
large an grder this may seem, you will
find, I think, that Max has the goods
in stock. With all reverent homage
to Emmanuel Burden, Zulelka Dob-
gon I8 no less incarnate Buddh.
As they used to say of Pope and
Dryden: “If one flies higher, the other
continues longer on the wing” The
artistie delicacy of Mr. Belloc's etch-

ing does not slant at the colored |
cravons in Max Beerbohm's gorgeous |
enrtoon. And ns we turn through

these euriier pages we understand how
Zulelka became possible, Portents of
mastery glitter all through them. What
prescience in the “Defence of Cos-
meties”!  And In his study of the
abysm of “1880." what indulgence could
be nobler than his sigh: “"There lg al-
wiys something rather absurd about
the pasat!”
WINFIELD SCOTT MOODY

Yet at my hand an unrelenting hand
Tugged ever, and I passed. Al my life

long
Over my shoulder have T looked at
peace,
And now 1 fain.would lle In this long
Brass
And close my eyes,
he is brave, marching “yet on-
ward!"

To sound the name Millay brings to
mind the million variations the daugh-
ter of Eve Is heir to,

Thus when 1 swear 1 love with all my
henrt”

‘Tis with the heart of Lilith
SWear,

that |

No matter what I say,
All that T really love

1# the rain that flattens In the bay
And the eel grass In the cove.

How can one take her serfously,
cogquette, Plerrette, that she [s?

—

Henry James, Critic of Epictétus, Trollope and Hugo

NOTES AND REVIEWS. By Henry
James, With a Preface by Pierre de
Chaignon la Rose, Cambridee. Mass 1
Dunster House Bookshop,

M PIERRE DE CHAIGNON
-

LA ROSE writes this Cam-

bridgesque bit in the pref-
ace to these sacred “Notes and Re-
views": ".\'r}wa_dnys. unfortunately, in
America at least, one must diserimi-
nate between the art of literary crit-
clem and the trade of book reviewing.
In general, it (we suppose the “trade™)
Is so abysmally and notoriously be
neath contempt that it Is scarcely
worth while to mention the fact.”

Just why, under the clrecumstances,
M. In Rose hothers mentloning it we
cannot fathom. Such oratory might
well be reserved for a worthler cause.
He could hardly have considered it
necessary to Indulge "In such whole-
sale disdain of reviewing of to-
day =0 that, by contrast. he might
more easily add a superfluous pom-
pom to the fully and finely feathered
cap of that Master of yestorday. If
&0, we would remind M. la HRose that
Henry James, himself, with that same
“supremely endearing ‘fineness’ ' which
M, Ia Rose apparently appreciates so
much, would have been the first to dis-
approve, We belleve that Henry James
was impatient with superficiality and
with stupidity. We hazard the guess,
however, that any species of contempt
would have found no place with him,
leastwise that for the menial “trade”
of book reviewing, Bise why the mag-
nanimous Mr. Vereker, and the subtle-
ties of Mr. Corvick and the reverent
young reviewer who relates the story
aof “The Figure In the Carpet"? We
do not wirh to offend, but llke the
Hoary Jameg of these “Notes and Re-
views" we dre "voung” and “healthy.”
Ergo, we too enjoy “rousting.” How-
ever, we are also "worth our salt,” and
¥o we readily forgive M. la Rose his
thoughtless generalization because of
his otherwise thoroughly helpful, en-
Joyable proface, and his profound ap-
preclation of Henry James.

The twenty-flve pupers collected in
this volume—a treasure by way of
paper, printing and binding—are a
meries of unsigned book reviews which
were published in the Natfon and in
the North Awmerican Review during
the years 1864, 18656 and 1886, We per-
celve that even then he had (ndepend-
ent opintons and expressed them
freely,

To us none of the papera are of such
singular interest as that on “Eple-
tatus," with Ita consequent philosophie

i of Btolel For was not
Henry James preeminently a hlogra-
pher of intellectual Stolea? Mary Gar-
land and Fleda Vetch, Panny Knocker
and Milly Theale, Nick Dormer and
Rowland Mallet, together with n host
of others, recall a prodigions Stolclam
of soul that found lts expression in a
knowing silence,

It lua singular revelation of the elder
Henry James to listen to the youth
calling Stoichsm a “systemn of morals,

ise n

because it is In effect nothing of a
philosophy. It is a stifling of philoso-
phy, a prohibition of Inquiry, It de-
clares o man's happiness to be wholly
in his own hands, to be Identical with
the strength of his will, to consist in
a certain partiipris of self-control,
ateadfastly maintained. It teaches the
absolute supremacy of virtue—its su-
periority to health, riches, honor and
prosperity, Virtue consists In a state
of moral satisfnction with those things
which reason tells us are In our power,
wnd In a sublime independence of those
things which are not in our power."”

Be it sald for James that he recog-
nized the dangers of Stolclsm, Its de-
liberate perversity, its paralysis of all
those finer sensibilities that make for
progress. He recognized, also, that it
anly succeeded In “simplfying human
troibles by lIgnoring half of them.”
and he attaches wvalue to the Dis-

courses, not for the philosophy which
he maintains f= not thelrs, but for
their revelation of the character of
Epletetus. “Intellectually he was no
genlus . He was simply a
moralist; he had a genius for vir-
tue.” So with great sanity, and re-
markable sagacity for one so young,
James suggests eclectlelsm:

“The good a man does the world
depends as much on the way the world
takes him as on the way he offers
himself, Let us take what
aults us, and leave what doss not suit
us, There [ no doubl but we shall
find much to pur purpose; for we still
suffer, and as long as we suffer we
must act a part,"

Here we canmot refraln from
calling “The Portralt of a Lady.*”

It is interesting to advert to some
other criticisms of James which bear
more directly

re-

American Verse Since 1830

MODERN AMERICAN POETRY.
Louis Untermeyer.
& Co.

VERY once in a while appears
some new volume to procladm
that the poeflc renascence In

America I8 no merely accldental or
fugitive phenomenon, but a genuine
literary reflorescence in which are
many of the hues of permanence. If
the works of the poets themselves
were not sufflcient testimony to this
fact, the critical volumes and antholo-

By
Harcourt, Brace

dence of the poetle rebirth might be
found in the emsays of writers such

can poetry since the appearance of
Whitman's “Leaves of Grass.”

agninst the yvglume us a whole It must
be on the ground that it assumes a
distinetly partisan attitude and places

undue emphasis on the works of
writers of the wvers libre school. It is
Mr. Untermeyor's eontention that

Ameriean poetry has been undergoing
n gradual evolution which finda Its most
complete fruition tn the works of the
Imagists; and because the Imagistio

| work represents the eulmination of the

| tendencles of several decades he seems
gles would be; and unmistakable evi- |

as Marguerite Wilkinson, John Liv-

Ingston Lowes, Amy Lowell and Louls
Untermeyer,

Among these, not the least notable
Is Mr. Untermoeyer. In his “New Fra
In American Foetry™ he has traced the
principal poetic eurrents of the times;
In "Modern American Poetry,” of
which a revised and enlfrged edition
has just been | d. he supplements
his previous work by a selection of al-
most three hundred poems from ninety-
cight econtemporary or near-contem-
porary authors.  Arbitrarily placing
the boundary line 4o as to Include only
poets born In 1880 or thereafter, Mr.
Untermeyer commances with Emily
Dickinson  and  proceeds from  her
through =uch conventional versifiers
ar Thomas Balley Alﬂrie;. Sidney

Lanier and 'Edwin Markham down to
the Imagista and the ultra-modernists
as ropresented by Alfred Kreymborg,
Maxwell Bodenhelm and Ezra Pound,
Enaeh author is Introduced by a brief
blographienl sketeh and by a erttical
preface In which his work is sue-
cinctly characterized; and the book in
lent unity and point by an essay an
the influencea in operation In Amerl-

| are

to assume that it s the highest de-
velopment in present day poetry,

It i# to be expected that in choosing
from #o extensive a fisld he should
have omitted some writors of genuine
morit; and one notes with regret that
the names of Hermann Hagedorn, Jes-
Rittenhouse and Cale Young Rice

not even mentloned, It is to be
expected, Hkewlse, that some of the
oritle's comments upon the authors

| should Impress one ns mistaken: and

while Mr, Untermever's remarks are
usually ncute and diseriminating, they
oveaslonally fall through heing too

brief und too comprehensive, ns whon
he at one stroke condemns the poetry
of George Storling as “flumboyant and
rhetorieal,” and thereby stigmatizes
many simple and smooth flowing lyries,
nnd that majestic, eriginul and im-
aginative, If too prolix, poem, “The
Testimony of the Suna™

But while one may disagree as to
the detills, one must admit that on
the whole Mr. I'ntermeyer's anthology
I8 a notable one. He han gathersd to-
.Itﬂhl-r many  exeollent poems  from
widely diverse sources, he haz made
hig volume vast in range and genarnlly
high in standard; he has included all
variety of verse, from love sonneta to

s drienl Jingles; and if oceaslonally
he seoma 'to have selected A poem (oo
cheap In tone or to have favored
writers of a particular school there

I= no denying that the collection as a
whole i=s representative of the heat in
present day Amervicin pootry.

|
|
upon the work of con- |

| pasaion.”
It any criticlsm I8 to be launched HOIL” which, “as a story ls singularly

| s the “best” of her tales, apart from

temporary novelists, Strangely enough
he i& continually calllng attentlon to
faulty ‘technigque., He admonishes
them to work less hastily—to write,
scratch out and rewrite; to let their
puppets speak for «themselves, and,
abave all, to hold fast to thelr idea, If
they have ~ne. With few exceptions
his youthful judgment= have well
withstood the rest of time. One of
these exceptions I8 Anthony Trollope.
James ig singularly harsh In his estl-
mate of Trollope, although, as M. la
Rose mentions, he ultimately modified
this judgment.  Another possible ex-
ception ia Charles Reade, whom James
regards “as the most readable of liv-
ing English novelists."

George Eliot's novels “have none of
the Inspiratlon, the heat nor the es-
sential  simplicity” of musterpleces,
Jumes would classify them with the
novels of Miss Edgeworth and Miss
Austen, admitting, novertheless, tha.
George Ellot “i= stronger In degree
than elther of these writers” He
prefers her “low-life to her high-life.”
And, Maggie Tulllver excepted, her
men and women reveal “little genuine
All this apropos of “Felix

Inartistic,” but displays “much power,
much brilllaney and much discretion.”

Mrs. Gaskell's genlus Is “little else
than a pecullar play of her personal
character.” “Wives and Dnughters"

“Cranford,” which Janfea believed was
“destined to hecome a classic.”

Dumas's “Affalre  Clémencesm,”
thongh depressing and suggestive of
eynlclsm, Is so “severely executed”
that its “writing s reading for men."

James regrets the fact that “Les
Travallleurs de ln Mer” was “written
exclusively from the head” becauss
he has an "enormous respect for M.
Victor Hugo's heart.” And he would
seem tn be exceedingly annoyved with
Miss Prescott, the author of “Apa-
rian,” not only because she (s verbosa,
possessing, “like the majority of fe-
male wgiters, the fatal gift of fluency.”
hut because sha Is forever fussing
with the externals of her characters: |

“Tt is an Injustiee te men and wome
an to assume that the flexhly element
carries much weight. Tn the history
of a loving and breaking heart, is that
the only thing worth noticing? Are|
the external signa and accldents of
passion the only polnts to he detalled?
What we want is Passion's self —her
language, her ringing volees, her gait,
the presentment of her deeds. What
do we care about the heauty of a man
or woman in comparisog with thelr
humanity 7"

No form or writing portray: the
charaeter of an author better than
critictam.  Henry James apprehended
this In the case of that relentless
eritio Eplctetus, as do we In the cass
of James the reviewer. He says of
Mile. dAs Guérin's quiet reaction tn
Parte, “She had changed her sky, hut
she dd not change her mind.” Tn the
Hght of these “Notes and Roviews"
let the falthful reader judge to what
extennt changed skies ever changed
Jiumen'n mind!

o

My heart Iz warm with the friends |
s
And better friends I'll not be know-
Ing,
Yet there fm't a traln | wouldn’t take,
No matter where {t's a going,”

No sooner Is that sadd than
the declaration:

ICLHT

Mine is a body that should die at sea
And have for a grave, Instead of u
gravae
Six feet deep and the length of me,
All the water fhat Is under the wave !

“I am waylaid by Beauty,"” she cries
in “Assaglt.” In “Spring" is the an-
tipathy:

Heauty I8 not enough. . -

It 18 not enough that yearly down this
hill

April comes like an !diat, babbling and

strewing flowers.

Plainly Edna Millay ls seeking, as
every poet must, What?

I chase your colored phantom on the air,
And sob and curse and full and weep
and rise,
And stumble pitifully on to where

Miserable and lost, with stinging
eyes,

Once more 1 clasp—and there is noth-
ing there.

Yet even so, beauty s fulfilled in o
thousand ways for her and she has
written some lovely things out of her
experfence of nature,  From “City
Trees" this verse is one of them:

The trees along this city street,
Save for the trafflc gnd the trains,
Would make a sound ns thin and sweet
As trees in country Ilanes,

“The Blue-Flag in the Bog" ranks
with “Renascence” a4 a piece of Amer-
iean poetry. Musle does not come only
from the banks of the Avon, nor did
rhyme with reason pass with the
Parnassiens

On the windless hille of Heaven,
That T have no wish to see,
White, eternal lilles stand,
By a lake of ebony

It was God who walled ahead,
Like a shepherd to the fold;

In his footsteps fared the weak
And the weary ard the old.

Glad énough of glndness aver,
Rendy for the peace to be,
But o thing God had forgotten
Was the growing bones of me.
“The Rean-Stalk" gallops—"What a
wind! What a morning!"”
Edna Millay is very humble with it
all:

Oh, there will pass with your great pass-
Ing
Little of beauty not your own,
Only the light from common water,
Only the grace from simple stone,

We cannot refuse her poet's plea, 1If
we would, we could not,

Lift this little hook,
Turn the tattersd pages :
Head me, do not let me die,
Search the fading letters, finding
Steadfast In the broken binding
All that once waa [

Boys and girls that le
Whispering in the hedges,
Do not let me dle,
Mix me with your pledges,

Do not let me die,
Farmers at your raking.
While the sun ls high,
While the hay !s making

Women at your toll,
Waomen at your lelsure
Till the kettle boil,
Snatch of me your pleasure

Women dqulet with your weeping,
Lest you wake a workman sleeping,
Mix me with your grief:

Read me, ms;ntlin ‘mn. with scrnwling,
Do not let me die!

Edna Millay Is not a coming Ameri-
can poet. She. has arrived.  Like
Aldrich, she will sing forever. She Is
with us now and it |s hard to judge
her. Yet in measuring the worth of
n poet the test is in the reader's unsuc-

that linger interminably and leap In-
termittently into his head. When you
ecateh yourself continually golng along
the street humming o tune that Is
frrefutably identified as Millay,

C. BLYTHE SHERWOOD

Drydeh Was Mastéf
of Varied Verse

THE POETRY OF JOHN DRYDEN.
By Mark Van Doren. Horcourt, Brace
& Co,
all the English poets

none has been more neglected

than John Dryden. “When he
died In 1700 the generalissimo of Eng-
liah Werse,” observes Prof. Van Doren,
it seemed certain !.n the survivors

greal

A hard book to read
Decause you have fo

stop so often to laugl
Henry Kitche

WEBSTER'S
mm

MILDRED BLUMENTHAL.

REAL LITE

ceseful attempt to abolish the melodies |

the
composer's eminence l= unquestionable. |

that the momentum of his name would
keap his works forever rolling abreast
of the centuries. But before a sin-
gle century had passed he had begun
to live rather in the stiffness than in
the strength of his emioence; and an-
other century saw him lald carefully
away among the heroes."”

We of the twentleth century are
perhape far removed from the armos-
phers in which Dryden wrote, yet
much of him has a strangely modern
ring, for we too live in an era that is
more  critlcal than romantic, more
national than ecstatic; and In  the
satires and ratlochnative verse of Dry-
den will be found muchsthat echoes
the spirit of our own day. He did not
walt for Inspiration; he deliberately
!went in search of it, and much of his
best work is on purely casual themes,
| topice of the moment that cslled forth
from within him resources of thought
that went deeper than the subject de-
| manded, and hence Invested his occa-
signal pleces with the stufl of perma-
nenee. It was a failing of the age to
expect “that everything, whether im-
portant or not, should be said im-
portantly”; and consegquently much of
Dryden’s verse Is so il adapted Lo 1ts
purpose as to give the impression of
a grear vinduet suspended over a two
foot creek, |

Yet when the subject really demand- |
ed eloquence Dryden responded mas-
|tl-rru113.‘. In fact, "“he carried ero-
Iquvnru a8 high as It ean go In po-

edry”: he “has nd equal in prayers
| ebjurgations, politle addreasses and
| specches of deflance; he wears the

robes that he has bhorrowed from the
oritor with a ﬂp‘ondid assurance; his
necents, though they too are horrowed,
ring true.”

Perhaps more than any other writer
before or slnee he has proved the va-
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CHARLES G. NORRIS’S

BRASS

A Novel of Marriage
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E.P. Dutton & Co., 681 Fifth Av., N. Y.

riety of uses to whith poetry ls ca-
pable of belng applied; he has ex-
tended it Intp flelds into which others

wwould not dare to venture, and in the
redlo rational or argumentative
poetry he occupies a pnigue and un-
approached position, Even to the poet |
of the present Deyden should stand as
tostimony that verse need not be con-

fined strictly to lyric or narrative
| forms, bhut that it may be employed
as a wide ranging Instrument for the
transmission of thouzht.

The lyrics have shown the strongest

tendency. to endure, and certain of
them, such as the famous “Alexander’a
| Feast” and the odes for 8t. Cecilia's
Day, have attained a secure place

among the English classics, However, |
Prof. Van Doren expresses doubts as
to whether some of the satires, such as
|
|

| “Absalom and Achitophel” are not
| better poetry; and It appears certain
that the fullest expression of Dry-

den's gendns 18 to be found In his sa- |
tirfeal and reflective verse
STANTON A COBLENTZ.

E. Phillips Oppenheim, author of
| “The Great Impersonation”™ (Little,
| Brown), which has now reached ita
| thirteenth printing, I8 planning a visit
| to the United States next year,
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hot Western
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loving girl.
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daughter of Anne of Green Gables, a joyous, fun-
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the earlier novels are here, more enjoyable than ever.
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